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in Teucer Wye. For the matter of that, you'll probably be more
interested in Thuella than in any of us."
It was a peculiarity of Dud's—and one he had had from his
childhood—to be forced to stand still, when he was out-of-
doors, if he was to take in any important remark. He now stood
still opposite the trim, well-manured garden of the Dorset
Constabulary.
"Say your name again, lady, Will you ?" he remarked, speaking
in an unnecessarily loud voice. This was another peculiarity
of his to address people as if they were deaf the moment he felt
embarrassed.
"Quirm, Nancy Quirm. My husband is a reader. In fact he
probably has got your books somewhere about. Our place is
nothing but books."
"I'll write down my address," said Dud, fumbling in his
pocket for pencil and paper. He felt that Mrs. Quirm was
watching him with amused sympathy; and this increased his
impatience. Finally he did not hesitate to deposit the whole
contents of his pockets on the top of the Constabulary's thickly-
grown, evergreen hedge. But no pencil was forthcoming.
"It's in High East Street—you'll have to learn it by heart."
He twisted his head round and frowned at her in vexation. But
suddenly, as he began returning the things from the top of the
hedge into his pocket: "Did you say 'Quirm' or 'Squirm'?" he
asked.
The woman smiled. "It will certainly be Thuella who'll
interest you. She does things just as you do; things like emptying
your pockets."
Dud turned towards her such a blank and bewildered coun-
tenance that she had to explain. "The Wyes live next door to
us, in fact, under the same roof," she said, "and Thuella is
Mr. Wye's daughter. He has a son and a daughter-in-law, but
he only comes on visits, and another daughter who lives in the
town. Mr. Wye doesn't like history, and he hates fiction. He
never reads anything but Plato. We've found that it's useless
to lend him books, for they stay exactly where he first puts them
down when you take them to him. I took him a novel once, and
he leaned it against the side of his clock. A fortnight later it
was still there. Mr. Wye said it shook when the clock struck."
"Is it in the country you live?"
"A mile out of Dorchester*   It's half-way to Stinsford; but

